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“Our home—olh heavens—that word! 

A name without a thing! 

We are e’en as a lonely bird, 

Whose home is on the wing.”’ 
Graham. 





ORPHAN’S ADDRESS 


IN THE 44TH ANNIVERSARY OF THI 
INSTITUTIGN. 
blebment 


former inmate of the Esta 


Written by a 
frenerous Patrons, 

Time has ushered in another 
anniversary of the OrphanAsylum, 
and it has again become the pleas- 
ing duty of one of its inmates to 
address you. 

How gratifying, my respected 
audience, is the occasion that has 
called you to this sacred temple! 
How cheering to the feelings of 
benevolence is the return of this 
day! How must the spirits of the 
friends of suffering humanity re- 
joice at the interesting spectacle 
now presented to their view! Be- 
nevolence is one of God’s bright- 
est attributes. The pure eye of 
the Deity looks with benignity up- 
on the supporters of this and simi- 
lar institutions, which have for 
their object the amelioration of the 
condition of the poor and destitute. 
It would be superfluous to rehearse 
before this enlightened audience 
the praiseworthy object it has in 
view. I feel, generous friends, 
that I should be trifling with the 
intelligence which beams in your 
countenances by entering into a 
detail of the almost incalculable 
good that has resulted from the li- 
berality with which you have sup- 
ported and sustained the Orphan 
House of our city. I need not 
revert to the past to search for 
those whom your charity has res- 
cued from poverty, and who, thro’ 


} 





' throb at the 





your bounty, have become respect- 
able members of “society. No! I 
have but to bid you look at those 
little boys and girls, who, were it 
decorous in this sacred temple, 
would gladly rise and tell you that 
though young in years, and smal! 
in stature, their bosoms glow and 
recollection of your 
past kindness, and who rejoice to 
know that their kind benetactors 
have this day renewed their vows 
that the orphan shall be provided 
for. Yes, generous friends, the 
children of adversity look with de- 
light upon this temple of benevo- 
lence, whose pillars are the virtue 
and intelligence of the people — 
Sure I am, that it needs no better 
decorations than those which the 
ladies of Charleston will so un- 
sparingly lavish upon it 

One of the heaviest afflictions 
of life is the loss of a mother. To 
be deprived of a kind father whom 
we were wont to look up to as our 
counsellor and guardian, whose 
arm was always ready to shield us 
from affliction, and who delighted 
to anticipate and supply our wants, 
is indeed a great misfortune’ But 
who can describe a mother’s love? 
All earthly things may change but 
that. The sorrows and distresses 
of life but more closely endear to 
a mother’s heart her helpless off- 
spring. But alas! many 
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of us 

















have no mother; and though your | 


kind liberality has provided us 
with so many blessings, we can- 
not but heave a sigh at the men- 
tion of that loved name. 

But I will not dwell upon the 
sorrows of an orphan. ‘They are 


known to you, and your generous 
hearts have prompted you to bind 
up the wounds, which misfortune 
upon 


has inflicted her hapless 


| 


children You have hushed the 
sabs of many an orphan babe: you 
have wiped the briny tear frow 
wany a disconsolate widow's burn- 
ing cheek. But I forbear, lest 1 
should seem to set bounds to your 
charity. The tongue of an angel 
could not describe to this audience 
the brillancy of those crowns, 
which are reserved for the bene 
factors of this institution And 


where is there a stronger proof of 


your love, than that manifested by 
feeding those lambs, which the Sa- 
viour expressly commanded his 
disciples to do, as a test of the 
love which they bore for him, who 
left the shining courts above to 
feed them with the bread of life 
Christian friends, will you accept 
the homage of our grateful hearts? 
"Tis all that we can give. Will 
you permit an orphan to eztreat 
you not to let his failures cause 
you to be less zealous in so good 
a cause? Will you still love us? 
Will you still remember us for 
good’ We know you will Ii 


_ does not belong to ‘your philan 


thropic hearts to be unengaged 
when there is so wide a field open- 
ed for yourlabours. Goon, then, 
in imitation of your Divine Mas- 
ter; and you cannot more closely 
imitate his example than when you 
go about doing good Be bless- 
edness like this your's) One hou: 
thus spent is worth a whole eter- 
nity of bondage to the pleasures 
of sense Memory will go back 
in after years to such an hour, 
and dwell upon it with inex pressi- 
ble delight; and when you have 
finished your labours of love upon 
earth, you shall be welcomed into 
everlasting habitations, and hear 
those blessed words pronounced 
upon you, “Inasmuch as ye did it 
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‘Music stirs o’er him like wind through a 
tree.’’— Wordswerth. 
TRAC METSICAL ODSERVER. 
An Ametican writer has said, 
“The world is full of poetry,” and 
we exclaim, the world full of 
InUSIC, 


Is 


it unto } 


SOUTHERN 





From the artificial com- | 


binations of Paganini tothe school | 


boy’s whistle; from the scientific 
trills of Madame Pasta to the in- 
fant singing with the careless 
beauty of Leigh Hunt’s prattler, 
‘*Nonny, nonny;”’ 
from the elaborate organ, ‘“‘tower- 
ing with architectural clegance,”’ 
to 


**The shepherd’s pipe upon the mountains;’ | 


from the notes of the huntsman, | 


waking with his bugle a thousand 
echoes, to the boy, who 


‘Blows mimic hootings to the silent owls, | 


‘That they may answer him;”’ 

from the Canary trained into for- 
ced movements in its gilded prison, 
to the lonely warbler breaking the 
forest’s silence with its untaught 


lay, the world ts full of music; | 


even the rivulet, the breeze, the | 


ocean’s murmur, and the breath of 
sleeping childhood, are musical. 

We know that there is some dis- 
cord too, but why dwell upon it? 
‘There is harmony enough for good 
natured ears. 

As if to compensate us city re- 
sidents for the absence of feather- 
ed songsters, musical instruments 
are s¢attered about with profusion, 
and almost e@ery family becomes 
a nest of singimg birds. Let not 
the fastidious cymplain of the first 
scrapings of the)violin, the jingle 
of a piano, or the tinkling of a 
guitar, but feel Idndiy to the par- 
‘al groups that listen delighted to 
the incipient melg@dy. We have 
been disposed to a#gume the name 
of Musical Observeh, from looking 


over the mass of music at Mr. 
Seigling’s. Something may be 
said under this unpret@nding head, 
to keep the stream of Musical sci- 
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ROSE 


ence pure, and to lead our readers 


to the preservation of morality in 


the senys. which youth sometimes 


unconsciously, but we fear injuri- 
bieathe. 

Qur limits prevent further re- 
marks at present, but we invite our 
and country 


' 
GOusiv, 


town readers to an 


exainination of Mr. Siegling’s mu- | 


sical establishment, where they 
will find every variety for the 
learner and proficient. 

For the Southern Rose Bud. 


ETHEL NOSEGA\ --Trauwsiated. 

Fuga. What are you sewing, 
ma chere Agathe? Oh! I see “tus 
for some loved one. 

/heathe. You have rightly guess- 
ed my bewitching friend. — 

E. But why im such a hurry 
with thal handkerchief ¢ 

4. Because I wish it finished 
before the [2th of this month.— 
(May.) 

E.. Is it possible! The intended 
possessor must indeed be a favor- 
ite! 

1. She is: for it isone to whom 
I owe more than I can ever repay. 

E. Well said: pray name the 
envied being. 

tl. I will: but tell me, have you 
not remarked in my disposition the 
greatest alteration? 

E. I have: how have you ef- 
fected the change? 

1. Ah, truly, I am changed! 
For not only was | aslave to my 
passions, but also as hideous as a 
monster, to alk who surrounded me; 
but more especially to the kind 
Demoiselle Brochon, my tutoress: 
she who wasted so many sighs.fur 
me. 

E. She is decidedly a pattern 
of humility and talent. 

l. Well, on the 12th of last 
May, being the anniversary of her 
bith, as itis customary, you know, 
on fetes, to present offerings of our 
esteem, L rose early, ran unobserv- 
ed to the garden and gathered the 
choicest flowers the season afford- 
ed; and was placing the bouquet 
into my basket, when I perceived 
her kneeling at the eatrance of the 
grotto. I endeavoured to steal 
away unobserved, when she turned 
her head and beckoned me to her 
side. I advanced trembling, lke 
the leaves which I held, when she 
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D. 


presse d me to her bosom, and be- 
dewed me with her tears. Frop 
aview which she caught of my 
flowers, “I see,” said she, *‘you 
have thought of me atlast. This 


single mark of your attention, my 
child, will blot from mys 


memo! 
all ve collection of the jrast 
With guilt and shawie knocking 
at my couscience, I st d trans 
fixed while she spoke. * Agathe,’ 


she added, “my sorrow was too 
poignant to have 
happy for me the author deststs, 
or | must have yielded. No oug- 
er than yesterday, your presuimip- 
tuous tone attable, in displaying 
your little knowle dge of the sci- 
ences, was bevond ail bounds; and 
finding encomiums were Lestowed 
on the amiable Adelaide for he: 
modest recital of historical facts, 
you trembled, grew pale, and 
nearly fainted through rage and 
envy. Can you have forgotten 
the circumstance? Ne, you can- 
not; for you were ‘slighted by all, 
and Adelaide was overpaid by at- 
tention.” 

‘‘In mercy, spare me,” said I, 
bursting intotears. Her truth was 
too cloquent, her weapons too weil 
pointed, not to shatter the bravest 
heart. My vanity was humbled, 
and horrid was the mirror | held 
tomy eyes. I fell at her feet with 
shame and remorse. She breath- 
ed on me a prayer, and kissed my 
aching forehead, which sealed my 
pleasure, and achieved my cou- 
version. 

‘‘No reward,” said she, ‘“‘Aga- 
the, can be more pleusing to me, 
than this testimony of your refor- 
mation on the day of my fcte. ’Tis 
the only nosegay fitted to adorn the 
teacher and her pupil—wrought 
by nature ne’er to fade.” 

My father having made previous 
preparations to celebrate the day, 
we enjoved it with delight. 

From that time I have been 
happy, being cured of pride and 
arrogance. ‘To you I now leave 
the case. Can, or ought I, onthe 
return of thatday, forget my gra 
titude to her, who made it the era 
of my happiness? 

E. Dearest Agathe, no, never' 
and aNow me fo blend with you a 
gitt of my seleetion, though a mere 
trifle to her deserts. May she reap 
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sein de la terre 
CHIARLESTON: 
SATURDAY, OCTOBER 26, 1833 


tfouse Celebration. 
‘The 44th anniversary of this institution 

was celebrated on the 18th with the usual 

The ap- 


Orphan 


tes } nomes Of public sympatiy. 
pearance of the children was very 
ing, and we could not but think that thea 
passing through our principal streets 
ded to the interest of the occasion: gratify - 
ng thereby a respectful curiosity in our 
c1uzens, and atlording the children them- 


ad- 


selves, the novelty of a promenade, in a 
portion of the city to which they are ua- 
iccustomed. 

It is the custom in some cries, on sipti- 
lar occasions, to arrange a platform over a 
certain pumber of pews, for the use ef ihe 
Orphans, in the body of the « burch, aud 
the effect is admirable. ‘The most adven- 


turous Visiter does not intrude on such a 


seat Our Orphans are too much seat- 
tered in the galleries, and are liable to be 
owded below. 
On our first page will be found the Ad- 


} It was spoken with 


lress of the Orphan. 


great distinctness, and touched every heart. 
The amount collected was $142 





PANORAMA. 


Our Youth enjoy another opportunity 
if realizing the events of history, in this 
pleasing pageant; and parents will do well, 
vy allowing them the recreation of an eve- 
ling passed in reviewing scenes, so hon- 
vurable to the courage of their country- 
men, cautioning them, at the same time, 
igainst regirding military glory as the 
highest object of ambition. ‘The impulse 
fa moment, may make aman fight well 
but it takes years to fix deep principles of 

irtue, 


Extract of a letter from Boston 

‘‘In the afternoon | went to hear Mr 
Caylor, the preacher to the Seamen in this 
port Though but an aneducated Sailor, 
he has gained much deserved celebrity. 
tle isa kind of modern Whitfield He 
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| hearth he could not avoid step; 
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Tr CEL ERE Nar eeNeer rs, 


We la e received “‘S Wits cur usual 
pr sure Also, an Enigma 

] a f i ! . oe 
( : ! 
21 ans 4 Lat necdote 

Vo. 7 

“Uni x mpev, when | tuistrusted 
the Catinenses, and feared that they would 
not receive a guard, demanded from them, 
that in the mean time they should allow 
the sick to be restored to health among 
them. After that, the bravest being sent 


seized aud 
PRIENI 


in the disguise of the sick, he 


ruled the « ity 4 


Answer ito Conundrums. 


15. That which is not taken. 
16 Lik is ft ckhed 
i7. To Portugal. (to port, you ga 
« onundrtunas. 
Is. What fish does a tippler resembl: 
19. What is that, which ties two peopl 
together, and touches only one 


20. Why isashallow person ea 


For the 8 Rud 


: . 
uthern Rose 


A man wha went to ij iil, for the pur- 
pose of visitmg a youth who was conufmed 
there, 


tions of the prisoner was pr riutted to have 


was informed that none but the rela- 


; 


To which the man replie 


hia vé l 


access to him 


** Mother, brothers, sisters, uncles 


none, 
But this young man’s father is my father's 
aon ' 


Now v hat re lution Was iis 


the prisoner: 


ITLM<s. 


The ** Kiverlid,’”’ or Yankee Neatness 

A green-horn froin the interior recently 
went to visita nich cousin in the city of 
Boston; being imtrodic d ito the sitting 
room by a servant, he stopped at the door, 
and gaZing with astonishment upon the 
rich carpet on the floor, he at last observed 
a harrow space next the wall of the room 
which it did not cover, and with long 
strides marched over i to the fire place; 
here being obliged to cross the carpet to 
reach his friends, (who began to be as 
much surprised ae he was) w reaching the 
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Lece's Labor Lest 
\ se renading » Lie lye grit i<e 
having played befor pome f early 
hour, were politely mlornwed t 
srderate wats hue | 
a rf 
A, s e ir ft et sitig 
} ‘ ze bas been brought 1 
‘ ‘ ire tthe western part of tle at 
1} itenwwr is bollowed out and will con 
fortabls nmodate some forty or iif 
| . . It ww «ple Civ turnibed as 
sitting wc ¢ t every t ¢ ot 
elegance or uselulness bt has o ndiacs 
pian, solus % anes mi | 
nd becommg styvie and is « 
with pictures and fapey art ‘ Kt 
. ‘et ahi lex 
s; ruil af f Ti ‘ 
Corns 
A prece of tobacco, momtened with wa 
ter md bound upon the corm t 
effectual cure. Woe have tered ut and { na 
it so has recommended mt to u y ot 
ers, whi a ¢« found the same relief li 
you are tuted, bind op the weed, do not 


and we will wormnt soa 


montha.——.V / 


fi poe the ( hus cu 
free fiom corms in six 
Spe ¢tlator 


It is stated as a fact fw hh we 


not bye fore 


were 
pprized, that the fist religious 
newspaper ever published in the world was 
commenced in the vear 1809, in Ports 


meuth, N. B., by the Rev. Elias Suiith 


For ny Youngest Readers. 


HIENRY IN A PASSION 


Master Ileury ix angry 
\e ar vry 


g in bye - 


Oh, what » the matter’ 


Let us £O 


£ ind se<« 


Llis | pe the vy eli k out 
Like the nose of a pump 
And be's giving poor Cuflee 

A very hard thun f 


Hle i trotting he small foot 
As faust as a mill; 
Master Henry, dear Henry, 


1 beg you'd be still. 


What! thew down the chairs, 
And nick over the books? 
Oh Henry, dear Henry, 
Don't give me such looks’ 
You tell me you will 
And then g ve me asap’ 
Oh fre, master Henry 
Get out of my lap 
I know some young reader« 
Will not treat me so; 
Will you, masters and mimes’ 
“Uh no ma'am,’’ ‘‘wo'’ ‘‘no 
— : ee | 
Return of Deaths within the City of 
Charlestuen from the ith to the 19th 
Oct. Whites §; bieck and colored & 
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SOUTHERN 


OER TGINAZAL POETEY. 


— $e ee — 


“I chase the momeats with a serious song.’’— YouNG. 





ON THE DEATH OF MISS M. 8. GIBSON, 


AGED THIRTEEN YEARS. 
. 








Where is the lovely flower, 
Kind stranger! tell me where, 

Which blooming in this bower, 
Seem’d fair amid the fair? 


Once I believ’d its form 
Would yield a rich perfume, 
When life’s glad sun should warm, 
And cherish early bloom. 


Where is the gem so gay, 
Which on earth’s bosom laid, 
Still glitter’d in the day, 
And sparkled in the shade? 


Once I believ’d its beams 

Would shine on Virtue’s breast, 
And Science steal its gleams, 

To grace her brilliant crest. 


Where is the rill so clear, 
Whose murmurs sigh’d along 
In gentle ripplings here, 
Soft as a fairy song? 
Once I believ’d that Love, 
Would there delight to lave, 
And Friendship’s gentle dove, 
Dive joyous in its wave! 


Lady! this earth was too cold for the flower— 
An Angel has cropt it and flown to the sky! 
More lovely it blooms in a heavenly bower, 
And its dew is the tear of a Saviour on high! 


Lady! the ruby that glitter’d below, 

By misfortane and sorrow would oft have been nven; 
An Ange! has plac’d it from every woe, 

In the crown of a God, with its Maker in Heaven! 


Lady! the stream that here rippled along, 

Was oft by the dull clouds of midnight conceal’d' 
An Angel has gather’d its murmuring song, 

And it rolls at the feet of a Saviour reveal’d. 


Lady! not long shal! we mourn for the flower! 
Above, the bright ruby shall glow on our view; 
The streamlet shall flow in that heavenly bower, 
Where hearts that are broken, their pleasares renew, 
Cc. G 





FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD 
Ko One who professed to be gifted with 


SECOND SIGHT. 


Talented mortal, as thou art, 

Aims’t thou to read the human heart, 
And scan its inmost thoughts and feeling 
Without words those thoughts revealing’ 
No; our hearts are beyond thy ken, 
tsifted though thou be among men. 








ROSE BUD. 


Mark yon broken, ruin‘’d shrine 
Once it echo'd strains divine, 

Now it is the swallows home. 

There the ow! and bittern roam: 
Thow readest on its mouldering ston: 
Names of the dust, whose s 
But canst thou rend the veil of the tomb, 
And whisper to those who sleep, their doon 
No; such knowledge is not for thee. 
Gifted being though thou be. 


suis have fl 


See yon Burn, thro’ which, when wee, 
So oft we've chas’d with childish glee, 
The speckled trout, and eel at play, 
Ourselves as frolicksome as they. 

Tell us through what path it goes, 

Where its gentle windings close? 

Thou canst not—nor where ocean spring- 
Nor what the future to nature brings; 
Such knowledge is too high for thee, 
Gifted being though thou be. 


View that lovely, innocent thing, 
Gay as the lark when on the wing; 
Will she on earth cull lovely flowers? 
Or, pass her life in grief s lone bowers 
Or, will she pluck the lily pale, 
Chill’d by sorrows wintry gale? 

How sad might be that joyous brow, 
Could you unfold its future now! 

No; gifted being though thou be, 
Thou canst not reveal her destiny, 
One, only, can pierce earth’s misty sky, 


The all-pervading Deity! M.A.>. 





FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD 


FRAGMENT. 
INVITATION AUTOMNALE. 


A travers de brillans nuages, 

Sur les ailes des doux zéphirs, 

L’automne accompagné des jeux et des plaisirs, 
Du palais des saisons descend sur nos rivages. 
Quelle aimable fraicheur il répand dans les airs' 
Le gazon reverdit pour lui former un tréne; 


| Le pampre lui fournit sa modeste couronne. 
_ Son scéptre est un rameau charge de fruits divers. 
| Sans plus tarder, quittons la ville; 


Du monde fuyons le tracas; 


| Allons gouter la paix dans le champétre azile, 


Ou VPamitié nous tend les bras, 

L’amitié, don du ciel, doux charme de la vie, 
Dont on peut jouir sans remords, 

Et le seul des humbles trésors, 


(Que ne peut nous 6ter l’envie. P.M. 





USIC FOR THE PIANO-FORTE AND GUITAR.— 
Dark Eyed One, for the Piano-forte and Guitar.— The 
Retreat, as performed by the Tyrolese Minstrels.—Amusement 
pour le Piano-forte.—Ce que je desire, Romance pour le Piane- 
forte, &c. &e. &e. 
Also a variety of pieces arranged simply for learners. 
For sale by J. SIEGLING, 
No. 233, corner of King and Beaufain-sts 
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72 SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
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OER ETGENAZAL POBZELZ. Pliant and teachable, and oft revealing 
Thoughts that must ripen into higher feeling. 
THE HALL OF LEGISLATION. Oh sweet matarity!—the gentle mood 
A Sketch Raised to the intellectual and the good. 
SEclen. The bright, affectionate and happy child— 
‘here was silence in that ball, 


Fill'd by a people's call ;— 
Vou could bar a leaflet fall, 
On the air! 


‘There was coldness in that throng, 

Harsh thoaghts, and feelings strong, 

And the barbed sting of wrong 
Rank| ing there. 

Ah, what a spell was wrought, 

(Qarck as a voiceless thought, 

When Peace, by kindness brought, 
Hovered nigh. 


\nd fair was she to see, 

Iler gentle courtesy, 

Damp'd aot the spirit free 
In her eye. 


Hand joined with stranger-hand, 
Averted eyes look'd bland, 
They met—a brother band, 
In that hour. Cc. G. 
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FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
ANNA. 

With the first ray of morning light 

Her face » close to mine—her face all smiles: 


She hovers round my pillow like asprite 
Mingling with tenderness her playful wiles. 


Nt the long day, 
She's at some = play; 
Or, twixt her tiny fingers 
‘The scissors or the needle speeds 
(Or some sweet story-book she reads 
Aad o'er it, serious, lingers. 


Sie steps like some glad creature of the air, 
As if she read her fate, and knew it fair,— 
To trath for fate at all she hath no care. 
Yet hath she tears as well as gladness: 
A batterfl y itty pain, 
W ili make her weep for sadness, 
But straight she'll smile again. . 
\nd lately she hath pressed the couch of pain: 
Sickness hath dimmed her eye, 
\nd on her vender spirit lain. 
And brought her near to dic. 


But like the flower 
That droops at evening hour 
\nd opens gaily in the morning; 
Again her quick eye glows, 
Aad health’s fresh rose 
Her soft cheek is adorning. 


Hashed was ber childish lay: 
J jhe come eweet bird did sickness hold her in a net, 
And when she broke away, 
And shook ber wings in the bright day, 
Her recent capture she did quite forget. 

\V kat yoy, again to hear her blessed voice! 

My heart, lie still! but ia thy quietness rejoice! 
Again, —. the floor and on the stair, 
Coming and goimg, | hear her rapid feet. 
Again her ttle, smple, earnest prayer, 
lear her, at bed time, in low voice repeat. 
\gain, at table, and the fire beside 
ther dear bead rises, smiling with the rest. 
Again her heart and mind are open wide 
Fo yreld and to receive—bless and be blest, 





The woman, pure, intelligent and mild! 


It must be so:—they cannot waste on air, / 
A mother’s labour—and a mother’s prayer. 
A. M. W. 





FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 


FAREWELL STANZAS. 
On leaving a Northern City,to three Sistcrs, Corme. 
lia, Caroline and Mary. 


Ere many days, ere many days, 
And he who fain would never fly, 
Mast lose, perchance for aye, the rays, 
That beam from each benignant eye,— 
Yet would he know, when far remote, 
Doomed in some distant wild to pine, 
Hlis memory still was in your thought, 
Cornelia, Mary, Caroline. 


He would rejoice, in graver mood, 
To turn his thoaghts’ direction back. : 
And from the dim and gloomy wood, 
Retrace awhile his memory’s track— 
And when sad thoughts would o’er him steal! 
When all would teach him to repine, 
From out the three, he’d choose Cornei!e— 
Cornelia, Mary, Caroline. 


But at another hour, if thought, 
Less grave, should oversway his breast, 
And gentler moods, by fancy wrought, 
Should move his heart, nor be repress’d; 
Then with a wing as fond as free, 
His soul should seek this land of thine, 
And choose the last from out the three,— 
Cornelia, Mary, Caroline. 





In wilder hour and livelier mood, 
A laughing spirit should preside, 
And from his memory’s solitude, 
He’d seek a form of fire and pride— 
He’d roam the wilds and deserts drear, 
And where the lights of street shine, 
Choose Mary from the triad there, 
Cornelia, Mary, Caroline. W. GS. ; 
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WIR. PALMIER’S EXNIBITION, 
AT SEYLE’S LONG ROOM, 
F the late POLISH REVOLUTION, also the wonderfu 
Mechanical Figure of 
NAPOLEON BOUNAPARTE, 

As largeas LIFE, will appear on Horseback. 
THE MUSICAL SOIREF, EVERY EVENING. 
To conclude with 
OMBRES CHINOIS. 

Admission 50 cents—Children half price. 
Doors open at half-past 6, to commence at quarter past 7 o’cleck 


> =a 





Tha Mechanical Pigure of NAPOLEON, will be exhibited 
every day from 11 A. M. until 4 P. M. 
Admission 25 cents—Children half price. 
iC_ For particulars, see the Bills of the day. 
Dec. 27. 
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